
po The Tragedy Othello - 

Def I my Lord: 

Oth. If you bethinkeyour felfe of any crim;, 
Vnreconcil’dasyet to heauen and grace, 

Sollicite for it ftraitc. 

Def. Alas my Lord, what may you meant by that? 

Oth. Well doe it, and bebriefe,! will walkc by, 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 

No,heauen fore- feud , I would not kill thy foule. 

Def Talke you of killing? 

Oth. 1,1 doe. 

Def. Then hcauen haue mercy on me, 

Oth. Amcn,with all my heart. 

Def. If you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you, for you are fatall then, 

When your eyes roulc fo : why I thould feare,I know not, 

Since guiltineffel knownot,but yet Ifcelc I feare, 

Oth. Thinkc on thy finnes. 

Def. They are Ioues I beare to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Def That death s vnnaturall, that kills for lotting, 

Alas, why gnaw you fo your neather lip-? 

Some bloody paffion flukes your very frame , 

Thefc are portents : but yet I hope 
They doc not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be ftill. 

Def I will,fo,what"s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkercher which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee, 
Thougaueftt© Cafie , 

Def, No, by mylife and fsule. 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. Sweete foule take heed,take heed ofperiury- 
Thou arc on thy death-bed. 

Def I,but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,prcfcntly : 

Therefore confefle thee freely of thy finne, 
b'or to deny each article with oath-” 

Cannor 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Oth ell O ( STC 22305) LONDON, 162 


The Moore ©/Venice, 

Cannot rem©U«,nor choke the ftrong conceit, 

That I doe groans withall : thou art to die, 

Def Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay Amen. 

Def And haue you mercy too: 

I neucr did offend you in my life, — neuer low’d Cafsh, 

But with fuch gencrall warranty of heaueti, 

As I might loue : I neucr gaue him token. 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 periured woman, thou doeft rtone thy heart. 

And makeft me call, what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrifice, 

1 faw the handkercher. 

Def He found it then, 

I aeuer gaue it him,fcnd for him hither. 

And let him confcffe a truth. 

Oth. Hchasconfeft. 

Def. What, my Lord ? 

Oth. Tharhchath— — vdsdeath. 

Def How, vnlaw fully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is dop’d. 

Hone ft l*go hath tane order i'or't. 

Def. My feare interprets then, — what is he dead } 
Oth. Had all his haires bin liues, 

My great feuenge had ftomacke for ’era all, 

Def Alas he i$bctraid,and 1 rndone. 

Oth, O ttrumpcc, — weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def. O bannifli me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

O.h. Downc fttumpee. 

Def Kill me to morrow, let me liueto night. 

Oth, Nay .an you ftriue. 

Def But halfc an bourc,but while I fay on- prayer. 
Oth. Tis too late. he ft fl Its her. 

Def O Lord,Lord, Lord. Ercillia cdltw thm, 

Dm. My Load, my Lord, what ho, my Lord, my Lord. 
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